Chapter 1: Advice



I sat on the couch facing Damon. He sat there, talking with Nova. Nova seemed like she showed up more and more whenever Damon invited me to hang out with him.

Damon and I have been friends for a long time now. I think I’d even say it’s been years. I feel like I’m really close to him, and really far away at the same time. Nova just kind of showed up a few months ago, and he’s treated her better than me. It’s not like I want constant attention or anything, I just...I don’t know. When we talk, it seems like he’s getting a metaphorical accent. I feel like he’s changing, and I’m not changing with him.

They talked and talked, pushed and shoved, and I just sat there watching them, waiting for an opening to talk, and none came. Age really does affect the way you act, I guess.

Aubrey sat next to me, and snapped me out of my trance at staring at the two of them.

“Hey, Spencer, is everything okay?” She asked.
“Yeah, I’m fine.” I answered.
“Okay, you just kinda zoned out there.” She said.
“Yeah, sorry.” I replied.
“What are you sorry for?” She asked.
“I don’t know.” I said, with a sigh.
“Well, don’t be sorry. There’s no reason to be.” She said, looking at the time on her phone.
“Well, I should get going.” Aubrey said.
“Okay, bye Aubrey!” Damon replied.
“You know, I should go too.” I cut in.
“Oh, okay, bye!” Damon repeated.

Me and her left, and as she was walking to her car, I stopped her.

“What is it?” She asked.
“I just, uh...wanted to talk about something. I know it’s late, but I'll try to make it short.” I said.
“Okay?” She said, a bit surprised.

Me and her have always talked with each other, but usually, it didn’t seem like I was in a rush. I’m not really in a rush to talk, but I guess it just feels like I should be. It feels like it’s now or never, but I’m not sure why.

“How...how do you ask someone if they’re...if they like guys?” I asked.
“Uh…” She said, looking around us.

She turned back around to face me, the darkness countered by the lights from the city skyscrapers, lighting up my face.

“Well, it depends on timing...and who you’re asking. Who are you, uh, who do you want to ask?” She asked.
“Well, I wanted to ask...Damon.” I said, before I could make myself dance around the answer.
“Why? I mean…” She started to take back her question.
“No, it’s fine. It’s...it’s probably for the reason you think.” I said, without as much anxiety as I expected after saying that.

It would be so hard to say anything to Damon, but Aubrey...if I liked her, I feel like I could just tell her. She was so good at understanding, but also so good at expressing herself. She seems perfect...as a friend, anyways. She’s the only one that can make me talk to her about anything emotional anymore.

“Well...Damon would probably be...difficult to get the timing right with. You have to, uh, get the right light with him. It’s like a traffic light, except it’s on drugs. You never know when it’s going to switch from green to red. It’s constantly changing. Uh...that probably didn’t help, sorry...my best advice is to get him away from Nova, but do it naturally. Like, talk with him when she leaves to do something. Just start up a conversation, and naturally make it flow to a time where the question presents itself.” She said.

“Oh, okay. Thanks again, Aubrey.” I said, a little bit of discouragement slipping through my voice.
“Hey, uh...how about I throw a party tomorrow? So you two can talk easier? Plus, I really want an excuse to drink, honestly.” She admitted.
“Yeah, uh, that’d be great, thanks!” I said.
“Okay, tomorrow. Around, like...6 PM, or something. I’ll tell everyone.” She said.
“All right, I’ll let you go.” I said.
“Okay, haha, bye.” She said.
“Bye.” I said, walking back to my car, full of fear, and hoping it wasn’t going to be a long night.




Chapter 2: Night




I laid on my bed, awake. How do I make it natural? Who casually asks someone if they’re gay in the middle of a party? That isn’t normal. Do I ask if he’s had any boyfriends or girlfriends? What if he just says “yes” or “no?” Then what do I do, ask which one? That would seem a little weird. Maybe I’m just overreacting. Maybe I’m just stressed. Why can’t I be stressed? Because I need sleep. I can’t start stressing out and then not have enough energy tomorrow.

What if he’s weirded out? What if he knows I like him? What if he hates me for it? What if I lose a friend?

He’s probably dating Nova. I’ve loved him all these years, and he’s probably straight. He’ll probably never talk to me again. He’ll think I’m a creepy freak who’s only talked to him because I was in love with him.

I’ll be fine, right? He won’t leave? I don’t know anymore. Everything scares me now. It’s just all in my head. I’m just a crazy person.

I’m not crazy. I’m just scared. That’s why I’m doing this.

I can’t be scared to death when I’d much rather be dead because of my other emotions getting to me.






Chapter 3: Party



I opened the door to Aubrey’s house, and heard the loud music, (though not too loud,) saw the party lights, and smelled the alcohol. Damon and Nova were talking on a couch, as always.

I put on a rubber band on my wrist so I could flick it against myself. I needed some kind of way to punish myself for screwing up in conversations. I heard it prevented you from having to slap yourself in public or whatever. I really needed that right now.

I walked over to the chair placed next to Damon, and waited for an opportunity to say something. I waited and waited. No opportunity came.

“Damon, sorry, uh, I just wanted to say hey.” I eventually said, cutting in.
“Oh, hey.” He said.
“H-how are you?” I said, struggling to make sure he didn’t try to continue ignoring me.
“Fine.” He replied.
“How’s, uh, work?” I asked, flicking the rubber band. Stupid question. Stupid.
“It’s...boring as always.” He said.
“Yeah, I should have guessed. Uh, what are you up to…?” I asked, flicking the rubber band. What the hell does that even mean?
“I’ve just been talking and stuff.” He answered.
“Are you, uh…” I said, blanking on what to say. I flicked the rubber band again.
“Why are you doing that?” He asked, seeing the rubber band.
“Oh, it’s uh...nothing. Nervous, uh, tick.” I said, holding my hand over it.
“Oh.” He said.

A pause.

“HEY, NOVA!” Aubrey called.
“Hey?” Nova replied, confused.
“What’s up?” She asked.
“Uh, nothing, really.” She replied.
“You wanna come look at this?” She asked.
“What? Sure?” She answered, walking away.

A pause. That’s not as smooth as I was expecting, but okay.

“So, uh, did you have, uh, a lot of boyfriends or girlfriends…?” I said, blanking. I flicked the rubber band 10 times in a row.
“Uh, I mean, a few.” He admitted.
“Which…?” I said, as if it was a question.
“Which...what?” He asked.
“Uh, have you had boyfriends or girlfriends?” I asked, balling my fists up behind my back, stressed.
“Girlfriends, haha.” He said.
“Yeah, I just, uh, was curious?” I said, with a shrug.
“Yeah, no?” He said, as if it was obvious.

I mean, I guess it was. It was obvious. Yeah, it was. I’m such a fucking dumbass. Why did I even think that he was bi or something? I’ve known him for years. I’m so dumb, Jesus. I...I don’t know.

“SPENCER.” Aubrey said, snapping me out of it.
“What, yeah, what?” I said, flinching a little.
“I asked you a question...I said, what are you planning on doing for a job?” She asked.
“I...don’t know. Sorry.” I said.
“Don’t say sorry.” She said.
“Sorry. I mean…” I said, getting cut off.
“Stop, you’re fine.” Aubrey said, knowing something was off.
“Yeah, I’m fine. I’m fine.” I said, putting Damon out of my head until the party ended.






Chapter 4: “Fine”



I’m so fucking stupid and selfish. Why do I even care about him so much? He can’t control what he is. I just...I don’t know.

“Spencer?” Aubrey said, standing outside on her lawn.

Everyone else had gone home, and I had walked outside to watch Damon leave. I stood there, and just kind of got stuck. I felt stuck in general.

“Hey, yeah.” I said, shaking a little, but doing my best to hide it.
“What happened?” She asked, in a very nervous voice.
“He...he doesn’t...like them.” I said, with a shaky voice.
“Aw, you’ll be okay...you’ll find someone for you, really.” She said, struggling with her words.
“I...I know, Aubrey.” I said.
“He wasn’t mean to you, was he?” She asked.
“No, no, he just, I…” I stuttered.

A pause.

“Spence…” She said.

We walked towards each other and hugged for a while. It didn’t feel as nice as before, though.

Maybe I just expected the hug to be from someone else.






Chapter 5: Skyscraper





I finished my paragraph, and closed my story for the day. I shut my laptop, and looked back around. It was still empty up here. I don’t even know if I’m allowed up here.

I’ve been writing at the top of this skyscraper for a while now. For a couple weeks, I’d come up here, I’d look down, and then I’d write. It made me feel like what I was doing mattered.

Maybe my pain was what helped me write. Maybe suffering was what made the juices from me flow into the text. Maybe it was like my fuel.

It made me feel like my pain wasn’t supposed to end, but it had a purpose. I was supposed to go up here, look down at the easy way out, and then refuse it. I was supposed to keep all of my negative thoughts from that day, and put them into writing. That was what the loop of my life was.

“SPENCER!” Aubrey shouted, the door slamming behind her. She ran up to me, but not all the way. I was too close to the edge for her to move too quickly.

“WHAT ARE YOU DOING?!” She shouted again.
“Writing.” I said, calmly.
“WHY...why are you so close to the edge?” She said, lowering her volume.
“The air. It’s nice.” I said.
“Spence…” She said, turning away from me.

The wind was loud, and she was probably freezing. I had gotten used to it by now.

“Don’t...don’t lie to me, Spence.” She said, probably tearing up.
“Aubrey, I just...I just need a while.” I said.
“YOU...you haven’t texted me in weeks. I was scared. I couldn’t find you anywhere.” She said.
“I was nervous, okay?” I said.
“NERVOUS ABOUT WHAT?!” She snapped.
“I didn’t wanna disappoint you.” I said, trying to control my emotions.
“Why would you?” She asked.
“I don’t want you to see me, up here.” I said.

A pause.

“Spencer, please…” She begged.
“Just...just leave me here.” I said.
“You’ll find someone else, okay?” She said, finally addressing him.
“He’s not like anyone else, but that’s not the point! I’m just scared, okay?! I’m fucking terrified. I can’t...I can’t talk to anyone. I...I’m so fucking scared.” I said, starting to break down.
“Jesus Christ, Spencer…” She said, running up to me to hug me, seeing me fall to my knees.

We stood there for a while, hugging on the very edge of the skyscraper. Eventually, she pulled us both away from it a little more, and let go.

“You’ll be able to talk to someone, okay? You’ll...heal. Please, just...don’t do that to me.” She begged.
“I…” I said, at a loss for words, with too many conflicting emotions.
“Spencer.” She said.
“Aubrey.” I replied.

“I loved you, did you know that?” She asked.
“Yes, Aubrey, I know.” I replied.
“No...I...I loved you, like...I wanted to marry you back in middle school.” She admitted, laughing and crying.
“I...I never realized.” I said.
“I never...I never wanted to...kill myself after you said you liked guys, Spencer.” She said, clearly very hurt.

I started crying enough where it was really getting to me. I let the wind cool the tears, and tried to fight my face burning up. The reality of it all was finally hitting me like a truck.

“I...I was just glad you were going to stay my fucking friend, Spence.” She said, choking up.
“I-I’m sorry, I…” I said, struggling.
“Don’t say you’re sorry, just fucking hug me again.” She said, putting her arms out.

We stood there, holding each other, for a long time.

“Don’t leave me, Spence, please. I just want a friend.” She whispered in my ear.
“I won’t, I promise.” I whispered back.
